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Corinna-Rosa Falkenberg, born in 1977 in Memmingen, Bavaria, is an M&A expert, lawyer, and artist. Her most recent publications are the short story collection Crazy for Life: In Love with Life and the novella Don't Kill Me, I'm in Love, which have both been translated into English and recorded by the author as English and German audiobooks. When she is not traveling, Corinna-Rosa Falkenberg lives in Munich, where she founded the non-profit association Stella Bildung Bewegt e.V. more than a decade ago.




"I am convinced that every person always has the choice to act out of fear or courage. It takes courage to love. By love, I do not mean here the general ability to love, nor the comfort love that makes the framework of one's vulnerability controllable and manageable. I'm talking about the love that goes deep inside and that many people like to protect themselves from because it makes them vulnerable. I am interested in the process that this love can trigger and what it takes to live it out in a healthy way—because I am convinced that this is possible. This kind of love is certainly not for cowards because it carries both the risk of self-destruction and, at the same time, the chance for great happiness. That's the stuff my novella is about."


Corinna-Rosa Falkenberg
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For the passionate lovers.


For those who dare, because love is not for cowards.
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Karl, each by SMS


I miss us
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I'm sitting in the waiting room at the doctor's office.


Lumbago.





Ada, the next morning, by e-mail


I will leave this afternoon to spend seven days in the Dolomites. Only with me alone.


During this time I want to give in to every damn inner call. Especially the negative ones. I have firmly resolved to do this. I want to look at every single current inside me, listen to every demon, and let it do whatever it wants with me. For one week, I am choosing pain and sorrow.


Why am I doing this?


To get you out of me. It's like spitting you out, only different. Burning bridges and leaving broken pieces. The same thing you did to me in the end. Even if you see it differently, that's how it is for me.


I have nothing but rejection for you inside me right now. Feelings of hatred. Also against myself. What did I know of what was really inside me?


Curse you for what you did to me.


Curse you for making me believe for so long that you were not well and for giving me cause to worry while you went back to your marriage. Also to your life in the marriage bed!


And I execrate you for your evasions, your constant excuses.


But most of all, I suppose, I demonize myself—for letting all this happen to me. The dislike for you has thus, at the same time, become a dislike for my own person. You have not asked how I’m doing even once in the last few months since you ran away from the mountain and from me at Easter! Are you aware of that?


What it has been like for me, to have been subjected to your months of silence and abstinence—with the exception of a handful of isolated messages?


You have simply switched me off! Quite like that, deliberately avoiding the light in the dark.


I feel so much rejection inside me that I'm stunned to ask myself how I could have spoken of love for you just a short time ago.


How this word could have applied to you at all?


I only want to leave scorched earth. I want to destroy and at the same time feel exploited.


You love my lightness, you had once said. You would have always asked yourself what love meant until I came into your life.


And yes, you would marry again.


"You!" you had said, "Because I can imagine it, together with you until the end of the world."


I have given myself until next Sunday to process you in my life. Seven days. As long as my dark self has time to let out, to vomit, I will allow every impulse. I will neither evaluate them nor even read my lines in advance, in order to send them to you only then, perhaps even chastened and corrected.


No. I will not do that.


I want to hand over to you everything inside of me, pure and unadulterated. Without correction and without turning on my head for it.


You get the respective raw version. So that you know what you have done to me and I see what I have let you do to me.


I don't want to carry a burden for my future.


Ready, Karl?




Karl's answer, two hours later


Let it all out.


Address me.


You will never have to be ashamed in front of me.


And certainly not of yourself.


I'm sorry for dragging you into my mess like that.
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Dolomites


That same day, Ada parks her car in one of the large parking lots at the foot of the Three Peaks.


She swings her backpack onto her shoulders and hurries to reach her destination before dark. Ada has chosen a challenging tour from mountain hut to mountain hut.


This choice resonates with her hope to sweat out, even through physical exertion, what weighs inside her, heavy as an anchor on a lake bed.


She reaches the mountain hut later than expected, so that she can only be assigned an emergency campsite. When the restaurant area closes, she can set up her night camp there, in front of the still-warm tiled stove.


Almost immediately, Ada falls into a restless sleep. Interrupted again and again by her racing carousel of thoughts, she rises the next morning shortly before five o'clock, packs her things, and steps on quiet soles to the hut door.


She then continues her wandering path with herself and her soul ballast.
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